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John  Walton, 

THE  HONEST  CABIN-BOY. 


N  English  sailor-boy,  named 
John  Walton,  when  in  a 
Russian  port,  saw  a  lady,  who 
was  driving  in  a  sledge,  drop 
a  small  pocket-book,  in  which 
amongst  other  things  was  a 
diamond  bracelet.  The  boy 
rushed  forward  to  pick  it  up, 
and  called  after  the  owner,  but 
she  was  quickly  out  of  sight. 
John  ran  to  the  captain  to 
ask  what  he  ought  to  do,  when  the  cap¬ 
tain  said  ; 

“  Why,  J ack,  your  fortune  is  made : 
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these  are  all  diamonds  on  the  bracelet. 
I  will  sell  them  for  you  when  we  get 
home.” 

“But  they  belong  to  the  lady,”  said 
he. 

The  captain  replied,  “  Oh,  you  picked 
it  up,  and  you  cannot  find  the  lady — it 
belongs  to  you.” 

“  If  we  should  have  another  storm, 
captain,  as  we  go  back,  what  would  be¬ 
come  of  us?” 

“Ah,  John,”  said  the  captain,  who  was 
only  trying  to  see  if  he  had  got  an  honest 
cabin-boy,  “  you  are  right ;  I  will  go 
and  try  to  find  the  owner.” 

After  some  trouble  she  was  found ;  a.nd 
thanking  him  warmly,  she  gave  the  boy  a 
large  sum  of  money  as  a  reward. 

John’s  heart  was  filled  with  gratitude 
and  thankfulness  to  think  that  he  would 
be  able  to  help  his  widowed  mother. 
Oftentimes  during  rough  weather  he  had 
thought  of  her  in  the  lowly  cottage,  and 
wondered  whether  she  was  still  alive. 
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He  knew  that  night  and  morning  she 
would  pray  for  her  absent  boy  ;  and  he 
determined  with  God’s  help  to  be  a  bless¬ 
ing  and  comfort  to  her,  should  his  life  be 
spared  to  reach  home  in  safety.  By  the 
captain’s  advice,  the  money  was  laid  out 
in  hides  and  furs,  which,  when  the  ship 
came  to  England,  were  sold  for  nearly 
double  the  price  they  cost. 

As  soon  as  John  landed,  he  set  off  for 
his  mother’s  cottage.  But  when  he  got 
to  it  he  found  it  shut  up,  and  the  grass 
was  growing  about  the  door. 

“Oh,”  thought  he,  “my  poor  mother 
has  died  of  want !” 

He  looked  about  him  in  the  greatest 
grief,  when  he  heard  some  one  call  him  : 
“John  Walton,  is  that  you?”  It  was  a 
neighbour  of  his  mother  who  spoke  to 
him.  She  then  told  him  that  his  poor 
mother  had  struggled  on  for  many  long 
weary  months  after  he  left  home  in  trying 
to  keep  a  home ;  for,  she  said,  “  My 
Johnnie  may  come  home  any  day,  and  he 
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will  be  able  to  help  me ;  we  shall  be 
happy  and  comfortable  together  yet.” 

But  as  time  passed  on,  and  her  dear 
Johnnie  did  not  come,  she  often  feared 
she  would  never  see  him  again.  Some 
of  the  kind  people  who  had  given  her 
work  left  Yarmouth  ;  and  at  length  poor 
Mrs.  Walton  was  obliged  to  go  into  the 
vvorkhouse. 

John  could  scarcely  help  crying  while 
the  story  was  being  told  ;  and  almost  be¬ 
fore  the  woman  had  finished  he  ran  off, 
and  was  soon  at  the  workhouse-gate  ring¬ 
ing  the  bell. 

“  What  do  you  want?”  said  the  porter. 

“  I  want  my  mother,”  said  J ohn. 

The  porter  said  she  must  not  go  out 
without  an  order :  so  J  ohn  went  in,  and 
fell  on  his  mother’s  neck.  After  the  first 
greetings  were  over,  and  his  dear  mother 
had  gazed  at  his  brown  features  as  if  she 
hardly  believed  her  eyes,  they  had  a  long 
talk  about  their  future  prospects. 

The  next  day  John  camoi,  with  the 
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lieCessary  permission  for  his  mother  to 
leave  the  house,  when,  putting  her  arm 
under  his  arm,  he  marched  out  with 
her  on  the  way  to  the  old  cottage. 

There  he  saw  her  placed  in  comfort ; 
and  leaving  her  some  money  to  keep  her 
while  he  was  gone  on  another  voyage,  he 
went  again  to  his  ship. 

John  was  a  pious  and  dutiful  son  to  his 
mother  as  long  as  she  lived.  Before  she 
died  her  son  became  the  mate  of  the 
same  vessel  in  which  he  first  left  the 
shores  of  Yarmouth  as  a  fatherless  cabin- 
boy. 

John  had  been  a  Sunday-school  scholar, 
and  had  learned  to  read  the  Bible.  It 
was  this  book  that  gave  him  courage  and 
confidence  in  a  storm  when  the  winds 
howled  through  the  rigging,  and  the 
vessel  reeled  to  and  frp.  He  knew  that 
his  Father  in  heaven,  who  ruled  the  raging 
of  the  sea,  could  also  make  the  storm  a 
calm.  It  was  the  Bible  that  taught  him 
to  resist  temptation,  and  to  be  honest ;  it 
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made  him  kind  to  his  mother  ;  and  it  led 
him  to  know  the  Lord  J  esus  Christ  as  his 
Saviour. 

Young  reader,  this  holy  book  speaks  to 
you.  It  directs  you  to  repent,  and  to  for¬ 
sake  all  sin.  It  points  you  to  Jesus,  the 
sinner’s  Friend.  If  you  pray  to  God  for 
His  Holy  Spirit,  He  will  bless  the  reading 
of  it  to  your  hearts. 

Oh,  may  these  heavenly  pages  be 
My  ever  dear  delight ! 

And  still  new  beauties  may  I  see, 

And  still  increasing  light ! 

Divine  Instructor,  gracious  Lord, 

Be  Thou  for  ever  near ; 

Teach  me  to  love  Thy  sacred  Word, 
And  view  my  Saviour  there. 
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THE  BIBLE. 


Thank  God  for  the  Bible  ;  *tis  there  that  we  find 
The  story  of  Christ  and  His  love — 

How  He  came  down  to  earth  from  His  beautiful 
home 

In  the  mansions  of  glory  above : 

While  He  lived  on  this  earth,  to  the  sick  and  the 
blind. 

And  to  mourners,  His  blessings  were  given  ; 
And  He  said,  “  Let  the  little  ones  come  unto  Me, 
For  of  sucli  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven.'* 

In  the  Bible  we  read  of  a  beautiful  land. 

Where  sorrow  and  pain  never  come  ; 

For  Jesus  is  there  with  a  heavenly  band. 

And  *tis  there  He's  prepared  us  a  home. 

Thank  God  for  the  Bible  !  its  truth  o'er  the  earth 
We'll  scatter  with  bountiful  hand  ; 

But  we  never  can  tell  what  a  Bible  is  worth 
Till  we  go  to  that  beautiful  land. 


